Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
for breakfast, but when the king appeared, followed by
the panting queen, tossed over the despatch.
"See now what your son has contrived, what your as-
sassins have done to the French, in what a state is your
unhappy country!"
Which was as much as to say: Now is the time, as has
so long been politely intimated, for your unhappy country
to let its savior in.
Nor did the implication go over the heads of his guests.
Charles turned uneasily in his seat, for his gout was
troubling him; but, held by the emperor's eye, he read
the despatch. It told of a midnight uprising of the citi-
zens of Madrid against Murat's troopers, of gutters run-
ning red, of the capital being turned into a shambles.
Having been dictated by Murat, it naturally laid the
blame entirely at the native door and did not detail any
of his own swaggering provocations.
With a trembling hand Charles now passed it to his
consort. She did not look so very well this morning. The
wig, not yet treated by Duplan, was awry; as she read
the letter she bit her lips with the ill-fitting false teeth;
and her pot age des pommes complexion turned livid.
Very well she knew what Napoleon meant. Almost she
could see his hand reaching out to tear the crown off
her wig. And since her autumnal passions could be quite
torrid, she would have burst into a storm of vituperation
had she not been thinking how she might save her Godoy.
Without a word, she handed the letter back to the king,
who sat there twisting his poor foot.
"I think,55 at last he ventured timidly, "we had better
send for the Prince of the Asturias."
"Yes," said Napoleon, "he must answer to me for
374